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OH, PIONEERS, that live within this brain 
And body; drivers of the slow ox-train, 
Settlers who built with muscle, ax, and gun, 
Neighbors to danger, friends of plain and sun; 
Let me find unknown worlds, nor be content 
Till I, too, have with pain and slow torment, 
Stumbled across some trackless continent. 
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THE SKYLINE TRAIL 


THE BUCKAROO 


/Nem the fights that man has fought from the days 

of the cave and the fire, 

All the skill with which man has bent the world to 
his desire, 

All the fever and hate and power surge and seeth 
anew 

In the same old way with the same old force in 
the blood of the buckaroo 

As inch by inch, with never a flinch, hurt, but with 
never a groan, 

He takes his fall, but, after all, bends the broncho’s 
will to his own. 


The wild horse never has known the feel 
Of a master’s hand or a master’s heel, 
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THE BUCKAROO 


And panic makes him a frenzied thing 

And he tries to wriggle and swerve and fling 
The clinging burden under his feet, 

As the cowboy struggles to keep his seat. 
Sometimes the broncho wins and the man 
Must lose, as he has since the world began. 
But the next in the saddle, is he haunted 

By the death of the last who tried, or daunted? 
Look! Past the trails of the corral 

That cowboy laughs as if luck, his pal, 
Never had thrown him down before! 

And he “fans the brute,” and yells, as sure 
As if victory were a sinecure! 


Ch, you of the quirt and the cigarette, 
Prove that Death will be branded and gentled yet! 
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RIDE ’ER, COWBOY! 


IDE ’ER,Cowboy! Let ’er buck! 
Keep your reins and trust to luck! 
Keep your seat and keep your nerve! 
Let ’er rear and kick and swerve! 
Though the fight may jar and shake you, 
Break your hoss, don’t let it break you! 


Life’s a bronc that’s tough and’ wary, 
Life’s a bronc that’s mean and scary; 
You’re the broncho-twister that 

Has to keep your seat and hat. 

Don’t stop now to wonder whether 
Other men are pulling leather. 


Ride ’er, Cowboy! Let ’er kick! 

All you’ve got to do is stick! 

Don’t give up! You’ll make it take you 
Anywhere you like. I’d stake you! 
Break Life in! Don’t let it break you! 
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THE SONG OF THE RIDERS 


E are the men who could never stand the rule 
of an ordered, bordered land, 
Scorning a future made and planned, and cut 
to a dead man’s will; 
Riding together with song and jest, we follow the 
nameless, fameless quest; 
Broken and shattered, our hand, at best, but 
laughing at danger still. 


While others love the old lands, the cold lands, 
we mold lands; 
We leave the worn-out altars, and we build new 
shrines. 
The world will find its way here, and pray here, 
and stay here, 
While we are off and riding where the last star 
shines. 
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THE SONG OF THE RIDERS 


We are the men who are rebels born, shattered 
and broken, alone, forlorn. 
Beaten? Why, yes, in a hundred fights, but fight- 
ing on, dogged still; 
Shut from the things that we used to know, led by 
the light that’s ahead, we go, 
Comrades to death, while the ride shall last, and 
slave to no master’s will! 


While others love the old worlds, the cold worlds, 
we mold worlds, 
And men will kneel and worship at the altars that 
we raise. 
For yet they’ll find their way here, and pray here, 
and stay here— 
While we are off and riding, on strange new 
ways. 
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.RANGE-BROKE 


ES, rope my broncho, partner, from the ranges 
where he’s roaming, 
We loosed him from his tether just a year ago 
to-night, 
When I said good-by at sunset to the plains of old 
Wyoming, 
And you told me I’d regret it yet—well, partner, 
you were right. 


My ears deaf to her calling I will leave the East 
behind me, 


For the West is waiting for me like a sweetheart, 
lips a-glow; 


For eastern eyes are wary, eastern charms too old 
to bind me, 


Here eyelids droop too heavy and here pulses beat 
too slow. 
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RANGE-BROKE 


Range and sky and dusk and morning and the sage- 
brush dim and graying, 
Where the moon comes up to meet us as the ponies 
top the rise! 
Where the coyote’s howls come gliding down the 
coulee as we’re riding 
And every night the sun floods all the valley as 
it does. 


Chaps and quirt and gray sombrero, and the silver 
spurs a-jingle! 
Oh, to leave the city’s grumble for the place I used 
to know, 
Where the purple of the sage-brush and the gray 
road intermingle 
And a strip of silver rumples in the canyon far 
below. 


Does the dawn come up, I wonder, as it used to 
over yonder, 
Sudden gold above the Rim-Rock? Oh, the dawns 
there used to be, 
As we rode the range together in the lazy hazy 
weather! 
When all the world we knew about was wild and 
young and free! 
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INDIAN FILE 


E of the West, are the sons of the men who 
never were satisfied, 

Who could not stay in the usual way where the roads 
were easy and wide; 

Who, far from hail, took the sunset trail, with a 
snatch of song and a smile, 

Where every man, as well as he can, must ride on, 
Indian file. 


Indian file, one by one. 

You have your saddle and you have your gun; 
Indian file! the road we’re goin’ 

Every man must ride alone. 


When the rest of the world swings into line, there 
are rebels who break and go. 
And we are the sons of the restless ones, who never 
would stop to know, 
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INDIAN FILE 


But only guessed. So into the West they came 
through danger and fear— 

It’s only the breed of the restless seed who are ever 
at home out here. 


Indian file, one by one, 

You have your saddle and you have your gun; 
Indian file! the road we’re goin’ 

Every man must ride alone. 


Though the rest of the race may say “T will,” it’s 
the best of the race who can’t stay still, 

Who say “I won’t” to rule and plan, and since ever 
the world of rule began, 

In discontent, as our fathers went, range out to the 
edge of the firmament. 

And we are the sons of the rebel clan, who fought 
the elements man to man, 

Who hungered and thirsted and feared and fought, 
and who never could think the thing they ought; 

And only the West is a big enough place for the 
fightin’ sons of a fightin’ race. 

Our mountains and plains are as young as we, and 
life is supple and wild and free; 
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INDIAN FILE 


So, under the wild-flung western sky, on our own 
free plains we’ll live and die. 

Alone we ride Life’s rocky trail, with now and then 
a friendly hail 

From another rider against the sun. And we’ll ride 
alone till our ridin’s done. 


Indian file, one by one, 

You have your saddle and you have your gun; 
Indian file! the road we’re goin’ 

Every man must ride alone. 
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SAGE-BRUSH 


HROUGH the train window comes the scent of 
sage-brush ; 
And I remember riding out with you— 
Sage-brush, sage-brush, violet and purple, 
Gray under noon sun, and silver under dew. 


Riding out together down the gold arroyo, 
Riding to the rim-rock, climbing up a trail, 
Riding when the sunset is pricking out the river; 
Far from ranch or bunk-house, or any friendly 
hail. 


Have you forgotten all our rides together, 
_ Creaking leather, clinking spurs, range sky blue, 
Startled rabbits flashing across the trail before us— 
Would sudden scent of sage-brush mean anything 
to you? 
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ON THE DRIVE 


HITE billows of the sea that is my sheep 
Heave restlessly and rhythmically and slow 
As on we go. 
I sling a lamb, new-born, 
Across my saddlehorn 
Ar | carry it, too weak to walk alone. 
Drowsy we trail through the hot noon, and keep 
Moving as slow as though we walked asleep. 
Oh, patient sea 
Of breathing whiteness, dumb 
And wearisome! 
What does it mean, this progress neath the sky, 
This road, this sun, this plain, and you and I? 
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HERDIN’ SHEEP 


ERDIN’ sheep is apt to make a fellow think of 
lots of things. 
Herdin’ sheep is apt to make a fellow wonder 
some. 
Sittin? smokin’ there a thousand miles from any- 
where 
Seems as if the universe was sort o’ keepin’ 
mum. a 
But it isn’t—that’s the time when out of all we 
silence 
Comes a mighty secret spelled out to you word 
by word. 
And you know the why of things, and wonder at 
your blindness 
Not to seen it all before. I know. Because I’ve 
Heard. 


Herdin’ sheep is apt to make a fellow think of lots 
of things, 
Herdin’ sheep is apt to put queer fancies in your 
head ; 
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HERDIN’ SHEEP 


Fancies? They’re not fancies! When you're out, 
cut off from all the world 
Something else is out there, and I’ve heard the 
words it’s said. 
Wise words and true words—I couldn’t quite repeat 
em; 
Kind o’ half forget them when I come to town, 
some way, 
But at night-time when the sheep were like a gray- 
white sea asleep, 
Then I’d listen, listen, to hear what it would say. 


? 


David once, I’ve heard ’em tell, used to herd the 
sheep a spell, 
Moses, too, kept Jethro’s flocks out on some far hill 
All alone for weeks and weeks.—Tell you, Something 
Somewhere speaks 
That for all the centuries has been a-keepin’ still. 
David he remembered, and Moses was held up by it, 
When the Jews got milling, that was still his 
guiding star. 
What he’d heard—lI’ve heard it too—in the night 
you hear it.— 
Cowboys call you crazy—I don’t know—perhaps 
you are. 


28 


THE CHINQUAPIN TRAIL 


HIMBLEBERRY, salmon-berry, mountain ash 
and chinquapin, 
Hard-hack, black cap, elderberry blue, 
Blackberry, huckleberry, rhododendron, sword fern, 
Woolly manzanita— To be riding through 
The heavy brush about the trail, at dusk once more! 
When all the gold is spilling on the sky’s wide floor! 


Indian plum and squaw grass, paint-brush and 
mountain balm, 
Dwarf maple, buck brush, once so commonplace! 
Spirea and syringa, chaparral and hazel, 
Maple leaves that tremble, and the great black 


trace 

Of a fir across the sky and sudden down 

Drops the dark upon the trail... And I’m in 
town, 

Far from whisk of chipmunk or rush of furry gray- 
squirrel. 

Chinquapin and squaw grass are three thousand 

miles away! 
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THE CHINQUAPIN TRAIL 


The sun sets in a street now, and the dark comes 

down the doorways, 
And there’s never a cow-pony at the end of day 

To go with down the canyor with the mountain 
shrubs around me; 

But some day I’ll go back and ride, and greet them 
all, 

Chinquapin and squaw grass and grape and 
chaparral! 
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“AT.THE END OF THE TRAIL 


T the end of the trail, wherever’ it be, 
When Death draws rein to speak to me 
With “Howdy, partner!” I hope I’ll grin 
Easy, and stop a while and chin, 
And roll a smoke, though it may be fakin’, 
Without him knowin’ my hands is shakin’. 


I’ve rode the trails that I liked, and seen 

The part of the earth I’d choose to see, 

Where the sky’s more blue and the grass more green 
And life more open and friends more free. 


And I’ve taken my blows, and I’ve had my fun, 

And I won’t mind knowing that Life is done. 

For there’s never a trail but has an end, 

And how do I know Death’s not a friend 

Waiting to give me a comrade’s hail, 

Where he’s pitched our camp at the end of the trail? 
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THE LAST OF THE COWBOYS 


4 frets have gone down like the sunset, who like the 

sun 

Were mighty and high and scornful; their hour 
is done. 

—Slowly into the night they ride, each one. 


They have gone down like the sunset, sharp on the 
hill; 

A moment against the sky they stood, until 

The dark came down and they met it, stoic and still. 
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PAR Lal 
ROSES OF OREGON 


PRELIMINARY SKETCHES ‘FOR A 
PORTRAIT OF PORTLAND 


HE endeavor 
To interpret a city 
Airily, 
By a mere wave of one’s words— 
Presumptuous. 
A task for fools. 
—Come, fool! 


First SKETCH 


The Town 


Like a gentlewoman 
Seated for your portrait 
You wait, 
You have put on your little homes 
Like jewels. 
35 


A PORTRAIT OF PORTLAND 
SECOND SKETCH 


Port of Portland 


The seven mountain peaks’ unconquered snow 

Looks down upon the fatted buds below 

Of roses, and the spars of the Orient ships 

Touch fingertips 

With stars, 

And winds come greatly from the sea. 

It is a proud town where our hearthstones be. 

The river holds its islands in its hands 

And the small rain comes softly on sweet lands 

Where grow beautiful gardens each beside 

A home. It is a city made for pride. 

Cedar, and pine, and fir, tower. At their feet 

The very earth is sweet 

With grass that smells of spring. 

And there the busy crickets live and sing. 

Slow pheasants whir. At dawn birds break the 
dark 


And all day long there calls a meadow-lark. 
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A PORTRAIT OF PORTLAND 
THIRD SKETCH 


Ship News 


“Where do you live?” 

And, after I had answered, 

The word I had said 

Brought up images in my mind 

Names— 

The ship news in the paper from home— 


“Rose City: San Francisco for Portland; 

Yorba Linda: Tokuyama for San Pedro; 

Redondo at Kanatak— 

The Imperial Oil Company tanker E] Paso is due 
from Peru; 

The Nippon Yusen Kaisha liner Takiwa— 

Arrived here to-day after a successful season in the 
Bering Sea— 

The Nippon Yusen Kaisha liner Takiwa Maru 

Farquahar for Monterey, 

Yokohama, Kobe, Shanghai, Takubar, 

Kroonland, Noordland, Forest King, Yankee Arrow, 
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A PORTRAIT OF PORTLAND 


Taho, Torrey, Viking Celilo, 
Yokohama Maru, Santa Flavia, 
Manoa, Makura, Rosalie 
Mahoney—” 


“Of the Isthmian line” 

“Was due in the river last night” 

“Leaving for oriental ports—to complete her cargo 
for the antipodes—” 


Ships, ships, 

In the old harbor at home, 

Spars 

Striking the stars, 

Steam 

Making new dream 

Ships, ships—the glamour of ships’ names— 
Roses, a thousand roses, and great ships: 
—Portland— 


Enumeration of cargoes: 
72 cases of ochre 
4900 cases of strawberries 
Lumber, lumber— 
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A PORTRAIT OF PORTLAND 


Names of owners: 
Captain Svenungsen, 
North China Line, 
Intercostal Freight Service— 


Ports: 

Coos Bay, Latouche, Ventura. 
Slang of ships’ ways and working—ship talk: 
“Coming from the orient in ballast” 
“Transshipment” 
“Sailing card—” 


Ships, ships 

In the old harbor at home, 

Spars 

Striking the stars, 

Steam 

Making new dream 

Ships, ships—the glamour of ships’ names— 
Roses, a thousand roses, and great ships: 
—Portland— 
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POST-OFFICE NOTICE 


66 \LOSING time of trans-Pacific mails 
At the Portland main Post-office 

Is as follows: 

(One hour earlier 

At Station G, 

282 Oak Street) : 


“For Australia, 

New Zealand 

7:45 P. M., September 6, 
Per Steamer Tahiti. 


For China, 
Japan, 

And Philippines, 
11:30 P. M.—” 


—Closing time for the trans-Pacific mails— 


I do not know any one in New Zealand, 

And I never write letters. 

I am late for work. 

In the office the others will be up in the day’s 
routine; , 

I must hurry on. 


—Closing time for the trans-Pacific mails— 
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AFTER SUNSET, WILLAMETTE RIVER 


OONLIGHT 
Picking out the paddle blades 
And silvering the drops 
That drip back into silver water. 
Moonlight 
Building, with gravel of silver light, 
Paths 
Through the dark garden of the river 
Green with foliage of waves, 
Bright with a vivid flower 
That is a canoe, 
Lovely with a fragile flower 
That is a girl. 
For fragrance, laughter. 
For commerce of bees, 
Jests tossed from boat to boat. 
The moon 
Putting her hand for a moment 
On each girl’s wrist 
And making the pulse-beat quicker; 
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AFTER SUNSET, WILLIAMETTE RIVER 


The moon, 

Sardonic, 

Scornful— 

Like a dispenser of drugs 

Who sees the pupils of the eyes dilate 

And smiles. 

Who, watching one who tests for the first 
time, 

Schemes for future sales. 


VISTA HOUSE 


(CROWN POINT, COLUMBIA GORGE) 
AGLES look down, 


And you, 
Upon the mightiest river. 
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SMITH OF THE THIRD OREGON 


UTUMN in Oregon, is wet as spring, 
And green, with little singings in the grass, 
And pheasants flying, 
Gold, green and red, 
Great, narrow, lovely things, 
As if an orchid had snatched wings. 
There are strange birds like blots against a sky 
Where a sun is dying. 
Beyond the river where the hills are blurred 
A cloud, like the one word 
Of the too-silent sky, stirs, and there aay 
Black trees on either hand. 


Autumn in Oregon is wet and new 
As spring 
And puts a fever like spring’s in the cheek 
That once has touched her dew— 
And it puts longing too 
In eyes that once have seen 
Her season-fiouting green, 
And ears that listened to her strange birds sing. 
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AUTUMN IN OREGON 


UTUMN in Oregon—I’ll never see 
Those hills again, a blur of blue and rain 
Across the old Willamette. Ill not stir 
A pheasant as I walk, and hear it whir 
Above by head, an indolent, trusting thing. 


When all this silly dream is finished here, 
The fellows will go home, to where there fall 
Rose-petals over every street, and all 

The year is like a friendly festival. 


But I shall never watch those hedges drip 
Color, nor see the tall spar of a ship 
In our old harbor—They say that I am dying, 
Perhaps that’s why it all comes back again; 
Autumn in Oregon, and pheasants flying— 


TO SACAJAWEA 


(WHO GUIDED LEWIS AND CLARK TO OREGON) 


ACAJAWEA, 
You are only a statue now. 
You are only a statue now 
Standing on a rock 
In the city park 
Your bronze baby is strapped upon your back, 
Bronze girl. 
(Very appropriate that they should do you in 
bronze.) 
Bird-woman, 
Indian maid, 
What were you like 
Before you were a statue? 
How did you stand the long trip? 
Did you get tired of beans? 


I have just come home across the continent, too. 


For weeks 
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TO SACAJAWEA 


Day after day 

Coming into the sunset 

Following the sun 

That’s the way life is: 

Some of us have to keep walking across the world 
Staring into the sun 

Dazzled 

Blinded 

Following the sun. 


Well, listen: 

it’s a great way to life, 

Isn’t it? 

You know; you’ve tried it— 
You and I know— 

Tt’s the only way to live: 
With the sun in your eyes— 
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MULTNOMAH FALLS 


HE waterfall stands white within the dark 
And its loud voice like stillness is, as vast 
And menacing and calming. On its breast 
Moonlight has rest. 
It breaks the forest like a jagged knife. 
It cuts the mountain. And its little strife 
Stands up—against the storms. The winds blow 
far 
Out from its cliffs its spray, a bending bar 
That straightens when their mighty hands give 
over. 
The waterfall is the white moonlight’s lover 
Sleeping until she touches it, and then 
Living again. 


Wild, 
A strong child, 
The waterfall its great arms tosses high; 
And, at its triumph cry, 
In fern and flower smiles the complacent earth 
That gave it birth. 
AT 


THE SKYLINE TRAIL 


(Sos threw a giant rock against the sky 
And here it stays, grim, high, 

And is a mountain. Clouds grow out of it. 

Its trees reach bit by bit 

Stealthily nearer the moon. 

Their stretching, greedy hands will have it soon. 


The mountain speaks not; and on either hand 
Silent and grim its brother mountains stand. 
Earth heaved into the heavens, dizzily high 

Shows black-outlined against the white of sky. 
And on that outline, where the steps that fail 
Mean death, come, let us take the Skyline Trail. 
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APPRECIATIONS 


I 
TO ANNE SHANNON MONROE 


OU know my cowboys, too. 
You know that casual courage!—Flippant 
pride 
With which they hide 
The peril. 
You know the vanity of studded chaps 
And gay bandana. 
‘How life itself is one sublime perhaps. 
How they find death in a dramatic flare: 
Trying to ride the apaloochy mare 
Or thrown by some sun-fishin’ bronc somewhere. 
You’ve seen them die 
As I have, for some gay 
Crowd on a holiday, 
Before those thousands giving all they can 
At Pendleton, Miles City, or Cheyenne. 
You know the West—God, you can write it, too! 
That’s more than I can do. 
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APPRECIATIONS 


II 
TO HAZEL HALL 


At your window, stitching into the thin 
Cloth, in, in, in, 

In, in— 

Sitting alone, 

You sewed our future to your own. 


‘LARCH MOUNTAIN TRAIL 


(INSPIRED BY SAMUEL LANCASTER) 


HROUGH tangling root and underbrush 
Through cliff and rock and soil and sod, 
A man has built for other men 
A little, winding, road to God. 
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A VISIT TO MOUNT HOOD LODGE 


GG HAT do you want to do to-day?” 
“Ride!” 
“Where?” “Anywhere! 
There’s half the mountain that we haven’t seen! 


“Christine, 

I’ll ride Blue Blazes 

You take Sally Ann’s 

Little gray pony. Let’s lope down 
To Anthony Euwer’s shack. 

T’ll race you back.” 


Tearing 
Down the rough road 
And breaking through thick trails 


. Till the light fails. 
* Then back at last 


¥ ORE saddle-stiff from yesterday’s hard riding; 


rushing past chinquapin and rhododendron 
igh as the horses’ and their riders’ shoulders. 
—Swaying, tired, sleepy-eyed. 
And Homer Rogers asks, 
“Well, girls, 
What do you want to do to-morrow?” 
“Ride!” 
51 


ON MOUNT HOOD 


SAW two rainbows in the moonlight 
At the foot-hills of Mount Hood. 

In the clear frost 

Across the fields 

Brightly stood the two 

Each with its spectrum clear 

Each color washed with frost 

Not misted by the night air or by darkness, 

For the moonlight was over the peak and the black 

cedars 

And you were there 

And then I thought, “‘All beauty and all strangeness 
All of earth’s miracles are little things 

Beside your being. In you is stored more beauty 
Than was in all earth’s unremembered spring.” 
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THE ROSE CARNIVAL 


OSES, roses! 

Confetti, red, green, purple, 

Tin horns, rat-tat-tat, shrill whistles, motor 
horns, sirens. 

—aAnd the silence of petals. 
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ROSE GARDENS 


EA-GARDENS, glacier guarded, cool and 
still— 
Cold roses underneath cold dew, burn white 
In slow moonlight. 


Sea-gardens, in the fog that rifts and whitens, 
Great winds from out of the Orient stir 

your petals. 
They lazily lift, then veil their vivid color 
And sleep again. 


Sea-gardens, glacier guarded, cold and silent, 
Quiet with all the quietness of seas, 

Calm with the dignity of quiescent mountains. 
At intervals, among the leaf-buds, slowly, 

A rose breaks 

With no sound— 
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ROSES OF OREGON 


OSES of Oregon, long-stemmed and fragrant 
In the dark gardens 

On nights when no moon flies 
Over the trees like a bird in fir-fringed skies— 
Where the black cedars and solemn pine 
Combine 
To hold upon their hands the clouds that shifting 
Slide down like loosened feathers drifting, sifting, 
Melting in mist; and meeting from the sea 


Cool hands of fragile fog.—This well could be ate 
A piece of sky or ocean on this leaf! ro pie 


It is within belief. 

All magic may be true when in the garden 

Under the dew each bud gives out its sweetness; 
And through the night its beauty waits unseeking. 


Roses of Oregon, long-stemmed and fragrant 
In the dark gardens when no moon is flying. 
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TO LOUIS HILL 


CONCERNING GLACIER PARK 


E are playing about in your dream, 
Ks Forgetting you 
At sight of the beauty 
That made you remember us. 
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IMPRESSIONS 
PORTLAND SUNSET 


HE sunset is a rose” 
Growing out of the ground 
A red rose 
Very fragrant. 
Now is withered 
Even the color is gone. 
Wait: 
A new fragrance 
Soon. 
The tight yellow bud 
Dawn. 


ROWING ON THE WILLAMETTE 


The sun has sunk in our river 
Dropping silently 
It lies beneath us. 
Row without sound. 
Dip the oars softly. 
The falling drops 
When the blades lift 
Are the sorrow 
Of the water. 
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ROSE CITY 


OSES of Ophir and roses of Omar, 
And roses of English lanes, 
Wet with the dew, and big with the sun 
And sweet with rains. 


—Glory of roses, and story of roses! 
But the birth of the best to be 

Happens each hour in a hundred hedges 
—In a town by the sea. 


58 


IN AN OREGON GARDEN 


I 


LARKSPUR 


HAT flower 
Is like a pause 
In flight 
Seeming to have no stem 
The dark stalk merging in the tree beyond. 
The flowers seem held in air 
Like snowflakes 

Too light to fall. 


i 


DIRGE FOR A YOUNG ROSE 


A young rose— 
On its body 
Cold dew, 
Frosty, shining, i 
Like reproving words 
Spoken by one too austere. 
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IN AN OREGON GARDEN 
- Til 


GARDEN SUNSET 


The sun dies 
In our garden; 
Buried under the roses 
Of the sky. 
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PART III 
OUT OF THE WEST 


HOUSES 


OGWOOD tree, 
Hemlock tree, 
Sword fern, 
Thimbleberry bush— 
Are you glad that you are not walls? 
White sky 
With nine blue clouds, 
Are you proud not to be a ceiling? 
Round gray rocks 
At the edge of the broken mountain stream, 
Are you breathless with relief 
That you are not chairs? 
_Ah, stream, if you were a carpet! 
Laugh, be triumphant! 


Wind, wind, you and I 
Who live in this green mountain, 
And shout, and are silent, 
Let us purse our lips and blow 
Until all the houses in the world 
Topple over and flee 
Like dried leaves 
Tumbling in terror. 
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4 
BE DIFFERENT, TO TREES 


HE talking oak 
To the ancients spoke. 


But any tree 
Will talk to me. 


What truths I know 
I garnered so. 


But those who want to talk and tell, 
And those who will not listeners be, 
Will never hear a syllable 
From out the lips of any tree. 
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SENTRY—GO 


INGED by pines I live in the wood, 
Ringed by pines, and that is good: 
For pines are sentinels that clear 
Whisper a challenge: “Who comes here?” 
To woe and grief and memory. 
They will not let them pass, those three. 


Ringed by pines I live in the hills 

And the yellow sunrise fills 

The bow] of the canyon. Kneeling I 
Drink of this. And of the sky 

And color, form, and sound J eat: 

Purple of pine trunk, shape of fern, 
Sound of the wood-things’ wings and feet. 
And since my sentinels are stern 

And keep out all that pine trees should, 
There is laughter in my wood. oe 
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TREE-FOLK 


SHIP is only a ship to me 

—But a tree! 
Was it tree-folk who fathered me?— 
An inland clan who walked between 
Columns of green ?— 
Folk who had never seen the sea ?— 
Who could not guess what it might be? 
—tThey, finding it, felt no strange surprise: 
They turned on its boastfulness weary eyes, 
Eyes that went to the hills and then 
To the trees that grow out of the hills again. 


Every tree is my next of kin. 

A sea’s but a bowl with color in: 

A bowl between two hills is a sea— 
But a hill is born to bear a tree. 

Tree, my sister!—Earth, my mother, 
I who was born of you have no other 
Love or life or kin but you: 
You are the first my childhood knew: 
And with you shall I stay at last. 
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TREE-FOLK 


—Others thirst for the sea, but I, 

Sisters, here in your room would lie. 
Never your arms must go for mast 

But fold them over me as I sleep! 
—Mother, I come to your breast for sleep, 
Not the restless sleep of men in the water; 
No! give the sleep of the land, calm, deep 
Earth I love, to your daughter. 
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I HAVE DANCED IN THE HOUSE 
OF THE SEA 


REES, let me in 
To your green forest room 
Who are your kin. 
I crave your gloom 
Your darkness and your peace and quietude 
Your silence shall be all my drink and food. 


I have danced in the house of the sea 

Where the blazing sun leaves no mystery. 

And now I would come and sleep 

Forgetting that bright, deep, 

And cruel thing, 

The sea. Hot sand, strong buffeting, 

Mad waves that sting! 

I shall be safe from these, and here where you 

Dream drowsily away, oh, let me, too, 

As quiet be 

Who have danced in the house of the sea. 
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PINE SONG 


IKE a young pine 
May I grow: 
Only feel 
But never know. 


Feel the wind 

And rain and sun, 
See dusk dead 

And day begun. 


Feel the touch 
Of needles fine 

Of a swaying 
Neighbor pine, 


Feel the forest 
Awe and wonder; 
Only never know 
That under 
Beauty lieth woe. 
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ON A WINDY NIGHT BY A TREE 
LIE DOWN 


REE of knowledge of evil and good 
Is any tree in any wood. 
If wise and mighty you would be 
Leave the town and learn of the tree. 


Stand by a tree of a windy day; 
On a windy night by a tree lie down; 
And months beyond, the words it will say 
Will save you alive, midst the dead in the 
town. 
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RED YEWS 


NDER the red yews here I lie 
Listening to the day-sounds die. 
The vine leaves dead 
Are smooth and red, 
And the year has spread 
Them for my bed; 
And safe and sheltering over my head 
Are the ancient yews for ceiling. 
Some trees are good for goad and spur, 
Festering goad and stinging spur; 
But the yew trees are for healing. 


That is because the yews are old,— 
Dignified and sober and old. 
Hundreds of years have made this tree 
And whispered wisdom to it. We 
Can hear that wisdom if we creep 
On a windy night close under its boughs 
And hearken in that quiet house 
To the words it murmurs in its sleep. 


Red yews, who are kind and great, 
Red yews, here I lie aright: 
Ears and heart are open, and wait— 
There is wind! Speak loud to-night! 
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TREE-TAUGHT 


HE tree-taught ones are the mighty ones; 
The town-taught ones fall down 
Before the spears of the silent ones 
Who learned of a tree, not a town. 


For each word of a tree is a truth of the world, 
And each word of a town is a lie; 

So scorning a town—where the sun falls down, 
Of a tree you shall learn, and I. 


We shall learn of a tree what life can be 
And death ?—Can the tree-taught die? 
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PETALS 


HE orchard trees 
Have waited long 
To speak their thoughts 
In a white song. 


With winter on 
The lips of each, 
They longed for sun 
To give them speech. 


Still brown and dumb 
In martyrhood 

Till spring should come 
The trees have stood. 


Now spring comes by; 
And with a shout 
Brave to the sky 
Their song flares out. 
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OUT OF THE EARTH 


UT of the earth, and out of the tree 
Strength comes flowing into me; 
Out of the brook comes quietude, 
Down from the sky comes wisdom’s food. 


As oft as on the earth I’ve lain 

I’ve died and come to life again 

For only men. who are brave and good 
Can come out changeless from a wood. 
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THE FOREST’S DAUGHTER 


AM the daughter of the wood, 

The forest’s daughter, calm and wise, 
Wild, free, and gay, and strong and good. 

You saw its likeness in my eyes. 


And that is why you followed me, 
To find that wisdom once again 
The forest knows of, and the sea; 
And that is lost a while to men. 


Then come! Your mouth upon my eyes 
Shall find old gladnesses and pain, 

Love’s storm shall leave you still and wise 
As is the forest after rain, 
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RAIN 


AM lying in the rain 
Stretching out my bare arms to feel it striking, 
My face up to the sky 
Wet with rain: 
Rain on my lashes— 
My eyes looking up into the tops of the fir trees 
To see the new drops that will beat me also. 


The translucent leaves of the vine-maple are drip- 
ping with rain, 
The thimbleberry leaves are shining with wetness, 
The far firs are dim with rain as with smoke, 
The earth is gray, like a partly developed film 
The water is black 
Save at the white rapids. 
And a salmon goes plunging up the shallow creek 
Cruelly hurting its sides against the gray rocks, 
Splashing, churning the water with its frightened 
body. 
There is no light in the world 
Save in the luminous leaves of the bending vine- 
maples. 
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RAIN 


The leaves shadow each other with their pointed 
corners. 

The rain is on my feet, on my arms, on my bare 
shoulders, 

It is on my mouth. 

No birds are speaking 

The square dark water-ousel is swinging round and 
round the rocks, 

The moss on the alder branches is heavy with rain. 

The forest is so dark that though it is midday 

The birds and I become drowsy 

Thinking it night. 


Rain, 

Fall on my face, my opened fingers, 
Be wet on my mouth! 

I am part of the earth now 

Wet and dripping. 

When the sun has dried us 

We shall be not so near— 

A little haughty— 
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SWORD FERNS | 


LIE upon the deep moss, 
My cheek making a rounded hole. 


The sword ferns about me are so thick 

That I can not see the earth; 

They are bending and tossing 

Like green scimitars 

In a wild battle; 

Crowding something to death. 

It is my other self that they are stabbing. 

What was I is dead; 

They have killed it. 

This thing that lies in the moss 

Making soft depressions with its rounded 
body 

Is a wood nymph 

Born of the moss and the earth and the 
leaves. ; 

Kin to the trees and the peaks and the quick 
streams; 

Lover of the wind— 

78 


THE YEW-TREE 


HE yew-tree is dingy, moth-eaten; 
Always nibbled at by the sky, 
That white moth that eats away bits of rock 
And of dead tree trunks, 
The greedy moth 
That flies close over the fir trees’ heads 
And makes them shiver. 
The yew-tree is old, 
It can no longer shield itself from the silent 
gnawing of the moth. 


The yew-tree has been in this forest 
For six hundred years; 
It saw this cedar tree born 
And that tense brown chipmunk. 
It has known so many nights and mornings 
That it is no longer afraid of them. 
Only it shrinks a little from the still passionate 
advances 
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THE YEW-TREE 


Of its old lover, the wind; 
And from the moth that gnaws at its beauty. 


But we 

See only how beautiful the wind is when he is 
passionate 

And we exclaim about the markings 

On the white moth’s wings. 
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IN THE MIDDLE WEST 


HIS land is a great sea; 
Out of it me— 
And into it at the end. 


It is my friend, 

My lover and enemy— 

My mother and lover and friend; 

My master and slave. 

It gave 

All that I have, and it will take away 

All that I have, and even my life, some day. 

The ocean is a friend, who, for a while 

Will talk to me, and smile; 

But always with a stranger’s courtesy. 

The land is maker and lover and slayer of 
me. 
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LAKE COEUR d’ALENE 


BEE bends over 
The fallest clover 
Till it touches the ground. 
There is a sound 
Of wings in the bushes. I see no bird. 
Only the boughs are blurred. 
There is sun silence over the world. 


A fern too young and tightly curled 

On its stem, to be green yet, is near 
Enough for me to feel its queer 

Rough beauty. There are winds to hear. 
I have forgotten what I knew. 

What I loved too. 

I am as a tree, or a mist, or that clover 
The bee bends over 

Till it touches the ground. 


The long lake lies 
And dreams in the sun. 
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LAKE COEUR d’ALENE 


It is still and gray 
It is very wise. 


If it is known that rain can sting, 

It has no memories of this thing. 

Upon the sun it lays its hands. 

—aAnd I touch the sands 

And forget the world that I am, and see. 
Joy and I are one. 

I am very wise 

Like the lake that lies 

And dreams in the sun. 


Four clouds are flowing 
Into one shape, like a bird in flight, 
(Feather of gray, feather of white) — 
Then breaking, going 
Their way once more. 
They are made new; 
They are not as before. 
—Lake, forest, sky, 
Have met, and I, 
We are four clouds flowing, 
Into one shape, then breaking, going 
Their way once more— 
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TWO MEDICINE LAKE 


HE mountains cast themselves within the lake 

And lie there still and beautiful; the gray 

Dim surface of the water goes its way, 

Silently as a mourner, not to wake 

Their sleep of death. The clouds who loved them, 
leave 

The heavens that are their house, because they 
grieve. 

For death’s old loneliness to make amends 

They lay themselves to sleep, beside their friends. 
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PORTRAIT OF A HOUSE 


COLUMBIA RIVER, OREGON 


AR from the town 
I know a house that’s a girl’s dream come 
_ true; 

And there is one room done in blue, 

In queer still blues, with shades drawn down. 


In a room near 
Are candles, thick as a man’s arm 
Of yellow wax, and then a warm 
Great golden bow] of burning bloom; 
And past, there is a little room 
For tea and being glad and proud 
One is alive. There is a crowd 
Of tall flowers shaken as with fear 
Outside a door. And walking by 
Three great windows filled with sky 
We came to a Chinese room 
Where a Buddha sits in gloom, 

85 


PORTRAIT OF A HOUSE 


He is as still as witchery 

But in his eyes weird things I see 
Like the waiting to be wild 

In the eyes of a young child. 


Past this room are wonders still: 
Altar vestures from Brazil; 

Blue and silver ones and red— 

She loves old rich things. She said, 
“Cream or lemon in your tea?’ 

In a strange laughing voice. She has 
Dusk eyes, I think, or maybe, blue; 
And a heart for telling secrets to. 

A bear skin out of Russia yawns 

On her wide hall. There have been dawns 
A-many on her waiting lawns. 


The rocky cliffside, glacier scarred, 
And mountain trails are in her yard. 
The widest river of the West 
Goes past her door. There is a jest 
In all she does and a greatness too. 
She has square pools, white and blue, 
And little gardens hidden where 
Her guests find them unaware. 
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PORTRAIT OF A HOUSE 


Gravely in the court beyond, 
Her gardeners have made a pond 
Where waterlilies were and where 
They are gone now, except two rare 
And perfect ones, like trembling young 
Shy things; and deep and red among 
The lily roots, the goldfish go 
In a discontented row, 
Breaking and wheeling. A white wall 
Bears bowls of trailing vines. There fall 
Out of the air, great seagulls. High 
Cliffs and rough crags break up the sky, 
Across the river: and beyond 
The level lawn, the level pond, 
The mountain. rises menacing: 
And a great waterfall comes down 
Like a sullen tiger’s spring. 
To the waterfall—while slow 
And sweet she spoke in her still way, 
Of books and men that we two know, 
IT have watched her calm eyes cling. 
Prisoner in her house she dwells 
As do we all. Our rooms are cells. 
Loveliness is only bars 
To shut our faces from the stars. 
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“MAC” 


Aye Two Medicine Lodge, where the mountains 
lie 

Asleep in the lake, with the mirrored sky, 

I saw you ride with scornful grace. 

Out of the dusk your laughing face 

Flared in the light of the campfire’s glow: 

And the talk went on, and the laughter low, 

And the pow-wow, heady with droning chants, 

And the slow, monotonous Indian dance. 

And I thrilled to the chant and the heavy beat 

Of the rawhide drum, and the moccasined feet— 

—Because that night, in the campfire’s shine 

Your flannel shoulder was touching mine. 


And then we rode, day after day, 
With the clamoring towns a world away— 
They were a dream. This, this was true! 


The switchback trail, and the high, far view 
Of jade lakes under, a thousand feet, 
And glaciers leaning against their sides, 
And “Indian basket” tall and sweet, 
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“MAC” 


Montana skies with their clear-cut blue, 

And the Rockies’ grandeur—these were you. 
You were one with them, as you rode the plains, 
And wrangled horses, with loose-held reins 
And steady eyes, and cruel hand, 

And body that swayed to the horse’s swaying. 
I watched you ride, and veiled my eyes 

Lest some one, watching you too, should hear 
The words that they could not keep from saying, 
Lest some one seeing should understand. 


The horse’s lope, and the loud stones flying 

Out from his feet, and an eagle wheeling 

Where the great peaks reach to the sky’s white 
ceiling— 

What are these things to me but you? 

The hills were you and the West was you, 

And the trails, and the waterfalls, and the trees, 

And the campfire’s smoke, and the white tepees, 

They speak to me still in the night of you. 


At the cowboy dance I laughed with each, 

And let them woo with look and speech 

In their laughing way; but all the while 

I watched you stand, or dance, or smile; 
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“MAC” 


And knew that you watched me, jealous too, 
And that after the dance, between the trees 
You would see me home, with the mysteries 
Of great shapes piercing the darkness through: 
The mountains—almost as old as this 

Old strange power that bade us kiss 

And live in a fear of wondering 

Each if the other cared—they knew. 

For the mountains know each hidden thing, 
No news to them can the new year bring. 
Oh, spring, spring, spring in the sunset land 
Forever fresh where the mountains stand 
Forever wild and forever new! 


Again to a tryst with the West I came 

But the trees and the hills were not the same. 
I rode up the trails and longed for you: 

I looked at the peaks and thought of you: 
With the stars and the night I dreamed of you, 
And all of the West to me was you. 

Again I ride serene and bold 

In the strange grim land that the Rockies hold. 
But spring and the peaks and the winds to me 
Are empty of lure and mystery. 


And nothing can bring the old days back. 
But that was the way I loved you, Mac! 
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“GLACIER PARK 


HERE is no moment’s stillness but some bird 
Leaps in to fill it, with its own strange note. 
The trout stream stutters, and the trees are whirred 
To whispers by the gusty winds that float 
From peak to jagged peak. The distinct jingle 
Of spur and bridle rein, the loping beat 
Of the lean Indian ponies all commingle 
To make a sodden music not less sweet 
For its monotony. A snake drags by 
Red patterned, lovely-curving, noiselessly 
A part, with grass and fern and moss and tree, 
Of this vast loneliness. I reach my hand 
And pluck a wild rose, mountain-late and sweet, 
And hold it to my face, then shift and lie, 
My head upon my outstretched arms and cry 
That for so long, shut in my world’s loud room 
I had forgotten that wild roses bloom. 
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“IN THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS 


ERE where the continent lifts to the sky 

Its rock peaks, where green-blue glaciers lie, 
And mighty winds reach restlessly and make 
White froth upon the blue-black, tiny lake 
Held in the mountain’s hand, here where the snow 
Taunts inefficient summer, where there grow 
Strange flowers upon the glacier moraine— 
And grotesque mountain creatures, carved by rain 
And snow and frost are silent hosts and grim,— 
Where the mists veil the valleys with their dim 
And far thrown veil, here where the silence keeps 
That stone eternity within its deeps, 
Where naught is old and nothing can be new, © 
How far and futile seem the world and you! 
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FEW OF THE TRAIL 


ANY there are who sing of the trail, but few 
are the daring 
Who latch the doors of their little house and leave 
it, faring 
Out to the wild with the sun and dark and noon for 
sharing. 


Many there are who sing of the road, and its winds 


and dew, 
Few are the ones who leave all to follow it, but the 


few 
Have a rich and high reward—as I know, and you. 
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A WESTERNER 


UPPLE-ARMED statue of bronze, brown-faced, 
brown-limbed, 

Tanned with the sun and sea, with eyes undimmed 
By any failures, strong, unsatisfied, 
Mighty, clear-eyed, 
High on the rock of your self-faith you stand 
With lifted arms, clenched thumbs, and cleanly dive 
Into life’s ocean. I wait on the land 
And watch you swimming strongly. Gay, alive, ~ 
And scornful mate! I thrill when from that sea — 
Your brown hand sends a gesture back to me. 
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THE SEA CALLS 


TRAIGHT eyes and laughing mouth and wild red 
hair, 
In from the sea, wild like the sea, and strong 
With the sea’s calm: oh, I have waited long 
For your straight eyes, hard mouth, and tossing 
hair! 


In from the sea, wild like the sea, and strong, 
You fill me with the love sea-lovers know; 
I hold you tighter since ’twill not be long# 
Till the sea calls, and I must let you go. 


I have but found you, I can smile at her, 
Since for a little I need have no fear. 

But in your sleep, within my arms you stir! 
—What did you hear?— 
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SUNSET AT TILLAMOOK BEACH 


IKE a burning ship 
On the western sea 
Now the sun goes down. 


As its high spars dip, 
Relentlessly 


Waves its beauties drown. 


—If one I love upon it were, 
My heart could not be heavier. 
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SEA-GULL SONG 


Y thoughts are mighty sea-gulls,. 
Shining out to sea; 

As white and strong as sea-gulls, 
As avid of the sea! 

They rest upon the green waves, 
Then mount up one by one. 

My thoughts are lordly sea-gulls 
Lovely in the sun. 


My body stays in bondage 
Upon the shore, I know, 
But lazily float the sea-gulls 
Like great flakes of snow. 
Lazily float the sea-gulls 
Drifting in the blue. 
My thoughts are bright as sea-gulls 
Their flight as true. 


They scorn the towns, the shoreline; 
Their home is in the sky; 
They joy to breast the tempest, 
My thoughts, more strong than I. 
Mean household tasks may hold me 
And four walls conquer me. 
But—my thoughts are sea-gulls 
Lifting out to sea. 
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TO A FOREST SEEN FROM A TRAIN 


OU are my roof, you little sky 
Between the quiet trees, 
You shelter me from wind of grief 
And rain of memories. 


Straight pines, you are my shielding walls 
That push the world outside; 

Remembered wood, you are my house 
And I dwell safe inside. 
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TO THE POET OF THE WEST 


JOAQUIN MILLER 


HE redwoods that you loved still drip with rain. 
How can there be an April any more, 
Till you come home again? 
On the hill’s floor 
See the spilled sunshine—and below, how green! 
The palms stand, slender pointed, keen, 
Like scimitars that guard a queen: 
Our young West, in her castle hall. 
April! How can you leave it all? 
Come back, Joaquin! 


Come back, Joaquin, and teach us how to sing, 
We who were all too young to sing with you. 
Vague rumors of the king 
Were all we knew. 
“Wild rhymer of wild rhymes,” but, though unseen, 
A prophet still, you stand between 
The past, and things that have not been, 
But shall be, for we follow true, 
Along the trail you blazed. But you? 
Come back, Joaquin! 
ees OAT! 
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JUNE IN BERKELEY 


UNE’S at home in Berkeley Town! 
(Gold of poppies! Gold of broom!) 
Here she doffs her queenly gown; 
(The acacias shake in bloom!) 
Here she lays her scepter down, 
That she wields where folk may see. 
All sedately 
There, and stately, 
Walks she, lest the good wives frown. 
Ah, though very wise is she 
Visiting the world,—still here, 
Once a year, once a year, 
June’s at home in Berkeley Town! 


June’s at home on Berkeley hills, 
(Tangled poppies at her feet, ) 
Gold, and gold, and gold, still spills. 
(The acacia boughs are sweet!) 
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JUNE IN: BERKELEY 


Flashing past the paths and rills, 
June goes dancing. She may be 
Like a queen 
The June, you’ve seen, 
As her duties she fulfills, 
Ah, but very young is she, 
As she frolics with us here! 
Once a year, once a year, 
June’s at home on Berkeley hills! 


June’s at home in Berkeley Town! 
Would you see her, all unseen? 
(Gold her hood, and gold her gown,) 
Look, then, where the boughs are green- 
Check your careless feet. Look down 
June is there, for those who see! 
Blue of skies 
Within her eyes 
Gold upon her like a crown! 
Very loyal still is she! 
Ah, she holds our colors dear, 
Once a year, once a year, 
June’s at home in Berkeley Town! 
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MOVIES 


OU give me home: the pepper trees 

Shaking a little in the breeze, 
And rows of swaying palms—I close 
My eyes before I look at those 
Like praying before food—the high 
Great palms like swords against the sky, 
The drooping ones that curve and bend, 
Are each, to homesick eyes, a friend. 
The great gray hills of home I see 
Before me lie alluringly, 
And sunny towns, like those I know! 
Familiar buildings, row on row, 
A house in shining cool concrete 
Like one that stands across the street 
From ours, at home! The acacia stirred 
The old way then. My eyes are blurred. 
The tale? I do not care or know 
What girl and lover come and go 
Beneath those trees, upon those hills 
What kiss enthralls, or murder thrills 
The rest to grieving or delight 
—For I am home, am home to-night! 
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‘THE LAST SHIFT 


OD did not finish the world He made, but left 
to us the last; 

Why should we cringe or be afraid, why should we 
stare aghast? 

See! it is work for a master hand, steady and firm 


and sure, 
Building a world that is built to stand, to stand and 


to endure. 


A man’s work, a man’s work; here, lend a hand, 
youre needed. 

What if a thousand men have failed where one man 
has succeeded? 

We're not the stuff for failwre—bend to the task 
again, 

Thank God, He left us a piece of work that is big 
enough for men! 


There’s need of many a toiling man, and need of 
men who dream, 
For dreamers are the ones who plan the building, 
beam to beam; 
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THE LAST SHIFT 


Shoulder to shoulder, breathing fast, eager and tense 
and glad, 

Oh, thus like the men in ages past, we work for the 
Master, lad. 


A man’s work, a man’s work, here in the broiling 
sun, 

Giving our muscle and brain to the task God left 
undone, 

Shoulder to shoulder working on, till our backs 
refuse to bend— 

A man’s work, a man’s work, and a man’s wage at 
the end! 
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VOLUNTEER 


HE lightning of Life, and the thunder! 
The joy of the strife, and the wonder! 
rine give ive me these, for for my opinion and share, 
Leave but 4 to life and to listen and dare! 
The } pain of the strife; and the the laughter! 
The fight, and whateyer comes after! 
Shoulder to shoulder cai men let me see 
All that the world has been 1 keeping for me. 
Strike me with glory and blind me! 
Around and before ‘and behind, me 
Let al all the loud bugles blow, at my ear. 
Iamhere! 
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THE TRAIL OF LONELY MEN 


HE weariness of seeking far horizons! 
Of taking lonely trails to perilous peaks! 
Of losing gains the stay-at-home still prizes 
Of never finding the new gain one seeks! 


The dreariness of sailing past the sunset; 
Of trudging footsore on a new, mad quest; 
The faith betrayed of those who seek far countries 
And never rest, 


And oh, the peace of little homes, the sweet 
Delight in their retreat! 


Why, then, can I not be content to stay? 
Why ere the morrow must I steal away 
From wistful arms, and trudge alone, again 
That bitter, bitter trail of lonely men? 
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\ 
THE DIVE 


OISED on the rock to dive I stand, 
Below me waits the sea. 
And, though loudly calls the land, 
Still more loud calls he. 


“Come,” he calls, and I laugh and tease 
And flout his chains that bound me, 
Then, ah, I leap out, out, and the sea’s 

Quick arms are round me! 
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A GIRL SWIMMER 


GIRL’S thanks do I give to Him who made 
The sea, and brooks, and springs, and streams, 
and wide 

Still lakes, this which now I stand beside, 

Whose water puts out fingers unafraid 

And touches shyly, wistfully, my white 

Warm foot, as if it very long had sought me. 

I plunge. The cold lake clasps me, and delight 

Is in me, which earth’s touching never brought me. 


Unheedingly I frolic, over, under 

The waves; and feel great kisses on my eyes. 

Then, hands and shoulders dripping whitely after, 
Between the shining sands and shining skies 
New-born I stand, and view the world with wonder, 
My prayer of thanks a burst of happy laughter. 
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OUT OF THE WEST 


HAVE the wild West in my heart, 
Wild wind, wild earth, wild sea: 

He must be strong as this my West 
Who would have kiss of me. 


He who would have my lithe young arms 
About his neck, must bend 

The trails to his own feet, and make 
The peak his friend. 


He must sleep under bitter cold, 
And lonely sky; 

He must not be afraid to watch 
His own kind die. 


T have felt hunger, thirst and hurt, 
Have known death near at night; 
There is no deep ravine I shirked, 
No unblazed height. 
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OUT OF THE WEST 


The mountains saw me born and bred; 
They taught their strength, their creed, 
They gave me grim endurance 
And laughter for my need. 


I have the great peaks in my heart, 
The mountain lakes, the white 

Wild waterfalls that panther-like 
Leap crashing from the height. 


Through all my words and every thought 
The great north winds rush free; 

He must be strong as wind and storm 
Who would have kiss of me. 
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MY LADY CHANCE 


HERE is a green stone at her breast 

In her eyes no man finds rest, 
Only discontent and strife. 
Stormy and wild is her heart beat. 
The price of her kiss is all of life; 
But her kissing mouth is sweet; 
Her scornful eyes are green as the sea 
And she has laid her hand on me. 


Her eyes are green and her girdle gold. 

And never yet has any man told 

What is the wish she asks of him. 

But he threads the world to follow her whim 
Hungry and thirsty and cold he makes 

The trails that after him each man takes. 
And when the end of the way he nears 

A mocking laugh is all he hears. 


There is a green stone at her breast 
And in her eyes is all the sea. 
I shall know neither joy nor rest, 
For she has set her hand on me. 
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THE HUNTING SEASON 


COULD be dry and clean and comfortable 
In a house, in a city; 

I could eat colored food 

Under shaded lights; 

And hear music. 

I could hear the laughter of well-housed women. 


But I am lying muscle-weary 

Alone under a dirty canvas tent 

With my shoes broken and wet. 

The rain is washing all the beauty from the 
forest. 

My blanket is wet with rain. 

My fire is low; 

My wood and matches are gone. 

The rain is heavy, thundering. 


Old, hairy ancestor, 
With your queer mouth-sounds, 
With the skin of animals I have never seen, 
about your thighs, 
—Take your hands off me! 
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THE OLD PROSPECTOR 


WANT to take the trail again— 

I want to pack my blankets on my back, 
And flop a bannock in the frying pan; 
IT want to load a pack-horse, and to swear 
A while when he begins to peddle cans 
Of beans and milk all down the mountain-side, 
Scared at a bear or something on the trail— 
I want to stake a claim 
Beside a creek I know, 
And if they tried to jump it for me 
I’ve not forgotten how to use a gun. 
There’s lots of gold up there and copper too. 
Oh, I’ll go back and strike it rich some day— 
I want to know those clean, sharp peaks again, 
And feel the tricky trail beneath my feet, 
Where far above, below, 
The ruined timber stands as gaunt 
And silent as a dead man. 
I want to see the grim old glacier lie 
Chuckling a little at us as we pass. 

1138 


THE OLD PROSPECTOR 


I want to sleep 

On my old bunk again 

And feel the cold 

Gnaw through my blankets at me 

And dream of getting out of all that hell 

To where the beds are soft and rooms are warm, 
To some place, well—like this! 


FOR ADVENTURERS 


LL those who go adventuring, 

May Fate to them great treasures bring; 
All men who take strange roads and seas 
May Life show mercy unto these; 
May benison and blessing be 
Upon that goodly company. 
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PROSPECTORS 


| fee not the gold. Why, any one might know 
If he would only stop to think of it, 
It’s not the gold.—We take the trail, each one 
Beside cold, thirst, and fear and solitude— 
We think it’s for the gold.— We say it is. 
Sometimes we die, too, when a tunnel goes, 
(They’re rotten timbered, half of these black 
holes) 

Or when the cold has got us and we’re glad.— 
We go out, thinking still it was the gold. 
It isn’t, though; I think it is only that 
We've got to prove what’s in us; to ourselves 
Or God, perhaps, or may be to the mountains— 
They stand and leer at us through all our struggle. 
We've got to prove it to them. So we take 
Our packs, and keep on stumbling in the hills 
In places where there never was a trail 
And never will be, maybe till we’ve been 
Part of the trees and bushes for a while. 
The mountains try to break us, and we put 
Our strength to theirs. . . 

The mountains always win. 
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A MINING TOWN 


KASLO, B. C. 


HEN I am bravest, 
Not in dreams, but glimpsed through my work, 

I see you again, town of my childhood; 
—Eager, flaming town, 
Confident, alert, 
Knowing that to-morrow will bring you gold— 
Town of the mountainside 
With glaciers above you, and snow peaks; 
With the dark, still lake at your feet, 
Down your streets the miners go laughing; 
And the old prospectors gather 
To talk each one about a claim in the hills 
That will make him rich 
Some day. 


Death is quick and sudden in a mining town 
And therefore life is joyous. 
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A MINING TOWN 


Here is a man who limps 

He was caught in a snowslide; 

But mostly the hills do their work swift and clean; 

That gap in the circle?—a bear on the trail, and the 
men at the mine found his body and brought 
it home. 

That silence where a laugh should be? 

A cave-in, in the tunnel—and, pinned under rocks, 
he watched Death crawl in to him—and we 
who knew him, know that he laughed as he 
watched. 

The other vacant keg? The fuse was too short, the 
explosion came too soon, by a second. 


That is why they laugh so loud, these miners. 
Life is a game of chance, 

You can lose only once! 

So laugh and treat while you’re winning! 


The gaunt old peaks stand looking down, 
Waiting, 
They seem to reach the shadows, their arms, closer 
for their prey. 
The lake looks hungrily up, 
It shows its white teeth, laughing, and calls out, 
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A MINING TOWN 


Slapping words at the shore; about the men it holds 

In its dark arms, and kisses endlessly with its wet 
mouth 

Down in the shadows. 

Men lie there that came through a hundred dangers 

To find this blue death. 

Was ever child of yours afraid, little Town? 

They all have the eyes of you, eyes that see far, 

And therefore smile. 


IT am your child. 
I too have your hands of daring 
And your heart of reckless joy. 


I shut my eyes and see you. 

I seem to stand 

Again upon your hillside. 

Breathing in the biting cold 

And the danger, 

I stand glad, uplifted, 

Like a boy shouting because it is spring; 

I see again your lake below me 

And your peaks above, 

I touch a tamarack with my hands 

And hear speech of the great woods around me; 
118 


A MINING TOWN 


I am one with the North, one with the hills, one 
with danger, 
As I laugh, and climb. 


I shall remember you, 

Eager town, 

Strong, alert, flaming with joy and snatching the 
adventure, 

I, who am your child, will remember ! 


And I shall never be afraid 

Even of life; 

And who that does not fear life can fear Death 
Which is so much a lesser thing? 
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TRAILS 


HERE the hidden mountain trails twist and 
wind and reach, rough leading, 

When your strength and courage fail, you will find 
the faith you’re needing; 

Faith again in grass and tree, wisdom and eternity, 

Faith in rock and root and sod, faith in friendliness 
and God 

‘Where the great trails twine and take you far from 

\ all your world and wake you 

Once again to sheen of cedar and to glow of golden- 
rod. 


Far from noise and care and hurry, far from scorn 
t and competition, 
While the dawn-sky still is blurry, ere the morning’s 
full fruition, 
On the wet trail you will see God’s skilled hand in 
fern and tree, 
\Find wild beauty in a leaf, in a spider’s web belief, 
\ Where the wise trails wind and reach you, comfort, 
_ rest, and calm, and teach you 
‘ That there is no woe the forest can not heal, nor any 
grief. 
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TRAILS 


Down the lake the great cranes cry and the thick 
white mist is breaking, 

And the wild ducks dark the sky, and the slender 
trees are shaking, 

Then you leave the lake behind, and a sharp twig 
strikes you blind 

For a moment, and the sting makes you too a wood- 
land thing 

And through brush and brier and thistle do you 

4. tramp and smile and whistle 

With your gun strapped o’er your shoulder. And 
you know yourself a king. 


(Tamarack and pine and beech, balsam, birch and 
_ maple reddened, 
Turn and sway and give you speech, as your heavy 
footfall deadened 
By the moss, you know the good comradeship of 
sky and wood, 
Where no trees or blossoms fail to extend a friendly 
hail; 
And the shadowed coolness stealing o’er your senses 
brings you healing, 
And you find your youth and laughter, on a shaky 
a mountain trail! 


— 
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HULL-DOWN 


OIST the sails! We’re going! 
Where? 
Why, there is no knowing 
Where! 
We’ve grown tired, we don’t know why, 
Of our section of the sky, 
Of our little patch of air, 
And we're going, going! 
Where? 


Who should ever stop to care? 

Where no shadows dim the sea, 

We shall travel, fresh and free! 

Where no trail or furrow’s made, 

We shall fare all unafraid! 

Where there’s room enough, room enough for 
laughter! 

And we’ll make the Happy Islands at a long day’s 
close! 

We’ll make the Happy Islands, perhaps, who knows? 

To-morrow—or next day—or, maybe, the day after! 
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HULL-DOWN 


Hoist the sails! We're going! 
Why? 
Oh, there is no knowing 
Why! 
Something’s singing in our veins, 
Something that no book explains. 
There’s no magic in our air! 
And we’re going, going— 
Where? 


Where there’s magic and to spare! 

So we break our chains and go. 

Life? What is it, but to know 

All the sweep of windy seas 

White beneath the Pleiades? 

Where there’s time enough, time enough, time 
enough for laughter! 

And we’ll make the Happy Islands; hoist the sails! 
Away! 

We’ll make the Happy Islands—or, at least, we 
may— 

To-morrow—or next day—or, maybe, the day after! 
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THE WEEK-END TOWN 


4 (ite spell of the long streets is on my heart and 
eyes, 
The word of the tired town is bolt and bar for me, 
Where men are never happy, where men are only 
wise— 
But past my prison, waiting, is the freedom of the 
sea. 


Away and away, there’s a sail upon a bay, 
There’s a low, red sky, and a sun going down. 
Away and away, the sea-gulls dip and play 
Where snug within a harbor lies the Week-End 
Town. 


There’s a white, white sand, and the sea is blue and 
curving; 
There are white, white sails shining far and bright 
and still; 
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THE WEEK-END TOWN 


There are white clouds high where the gulls are 
swooping, swerving, 
And the pines are black and somber on the little 
silent hill. 


Away and away, there’s a sail upon a bay, 
Where a still town sleeps when the sun’s gone 
down; 
Away and away you may travel long’s the day 
But you'll find no snugger harbor than the Week- 
End Town. 


Beyond the shore where there’s wind to shout, and 
race me, 
Beyond the shore where the waves are leaping 
high. 
Where there’s raging wind and water, where there’s 
wave and tide to face me, 
Out across the bay I’ll ride, brave against the sky. 


Away and away, I shall feel the foam and spray, 
On my lips lies salt, as the sun’s going down; 
Away and away where the sea-gulls dip and play, 
Where snug within a harbor lies the Week-E'nd 
Town. 
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THE WEEK-END TOWN 


At night there’s no sound but the little boat hearts 
beating; 
A sweet, glad hush is upon the sea and hill. 
Though it’s long the town has held me, well I know 
the cheery greeting 
From all the friendly fisher folk will meet me still. 


Away and away, there’s sunset on a bay; 
There’s a boat that waits as the dusk’s going 
down. 
There are lights across the foam—oh, it’s home, 
home, home, 
The happy little harbor of the Week-End Town. 
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A HUNTING SEASON HONEYMOON 


YING out on a runway with my gun across my 


arm, 
Lying out on a runway, when I might be dry and 
warm 
Somewhere under a roof in town.—To-day if I play 
in luck, 


The frost last night left the maples bare.—I ought 
to bring down a buck. 


The rain’s soaked into my rawhide boots. And it’s 
made a path, too, of its own, 

It’s stinging and cold and the steam’s in flood, and 
the stream-bed’s my backbone. 

That’s the kind of a fool I am—my world boils down 
to a deer. 

That’s the kind of a fool I am when the hunting 


season’s here. 
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A HUNTING SEASON HONEYMOON 


Never can tell about a girl when you meet her at 
teas in town; 

Got to get her out in the woods with the rain 
a-pouring down. 

But you cooked that porcupine to-day and more, you 
ate your share! 

With plenty of saleratus it tastes a bit like bear. 


And now I can look across at you, as I wait for the 
deer, and grin 
At the gun in your hand with the wedding ring, and | 
the set of your stubborn chin! 
Lying out on the runway, with cold rain soaking 
through— 
That’s the kind of fool I am—and, thank God, you’re 
that kind, too! 
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TWO WHO’VE TAKEN TRAILS 
TOGETHER 


WO who’ve taken trails together, 
& August haze or April weather; 
Two who’ve seen a campfire die; 
Lain beneath a starless sky; 
Heard the rain’s hands beating shrill 
On their tent’s white roof until 
(Sunrise burnt the hills to red; 
Two who’ve found the roads that led 
Into summer ; two who’ve known 
Lake and peak and tree and stone, 
Never house or crowds or town, 
Only sunlight sifting down 
Through the boughs of shaggy pine 
To the fern and maple-vine; 
Two who’ve taken, as they came, 
All the hazards of the game, 
Hunger, weariness and thirst, ‘ 
Seen each other at their worst; 
Two who’ve tried each other out 
Do not need to fear and doubt; 
Two who’ve taken trails together 
Do not have to wonder whether 
When the storms of living blow 
Love will last. They know, they know! 
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THE HUNDRED ROADS 


THOUGHT there were a hundred roads, and each 
led out and far; 
But now I know that I have trodden all the trails 
there are: 
All the paths the world has, crowded ones and lone. 
There were never any roads except the ones I’ve 
known. 


Never to have seen them all, that I could have borne: 

To have felt there waited one, starry night or morn. 

—But to know that, fall or spring, rain or sun, for 
me, 

There are no more roads to take, and no more lands 
to see! 


O it seemed a wide thing, the world, when I was 
young: 

Hills to scale and trails to trudge, and trees to walk 
among! 

But the grief to know so soon, as I too surely know, 

The lands are seen, the roads are done—and I still 
will to go! 
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CANOE SONG 


ge. light as minutes in a laughter-speeded 
day 
Both our lifted paddles cut the blue; 
Tip-toe fir trees crowd along the banks in thick array 
And wave their hands and watch us gliding 
through. 


Dip the paddles, slow! 
Watch the great drops falling! 
The world is all a wonderland, and made for us, we 
know! 
And spring is calling! 


Like a ship with yellow sails, upon a crimson sea, 
In the West the sun is sailing past, 
In its haste to make the port of Lands-That-Are-To- 
Be, 
Gold upon its prow and deck and mast! 
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CANOE SONG 


Dip the paddles, slow! 
Watch the great drops falling! 
The world is all a wonderland, and made for us, we 
know! 
And spring is calling! 


Like a hand laid timidly upon another hand 
The lake lays soft its waves upon the shore, 

Blue the sky and little waves, silver-gray the land— 
There are sounds, then silences once more. 


Dip the paddles, slow! 
Watch the great drops falling! 
The world is all a wonderland, and made for us, we 
know! 
And spring is calling! 


Spring is like a laughing girl standing on a hill, 
Calling out to us who breathless stand 
Below with upturned faces while she has her roguish 
will, 
For we climb till we can take her by the hand. 
Dip the paddles, slow! 
Watch the great drops falling! 
The world is all a wonderland, and made for us, we 
know! 
And spring is calling! 
132 ; 


* GYPSY-TIME 


UIET hour, and hothouse flower, and curtain- 

Q shaded room, 

Peace and rest and quietness and music in the gloom, 

Book and game and needle, and friends that each to 
each 

Tell of pleasant daily things in sober, kindly 

speech— 

But, oh, across the threshold are buds on branch and 
bough; 

And past the hearth, and past the door, I know it’s 
April now! 


Where the trail is overgrown, and forest-girt the 
way, 
The gypsies, the gypsies, are journeying to-day! 


Oak and ash for patteran, and dusky cheek and 
cheek 
Yearning to each other ’till with a touch they speak ; 
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GYPSY-TIME 


Whistled answer to a bird swinging in a tree, 
Light-heart laughter as a fire dances gallantly; 
Sleep beneath a roving moon, for roving gypsy-men, 
Dawn upon the open down, and then the road again. 


Hearth and heavy door are good—but, somewhere, 
far away, 


The gypsies, the gypsies, are journeying to-day! 


Oh, to cross a patteran upon the trail for you! 

To sit with you upon the grass when journeying is 
through, 

CA ruddy campfire leaping, a song, and laughter low 

‘And, high between the tree-tops, winds that come 
and go. 

Smell of smoke and touch of wind and scent of sod 
and earth, 

Swift forgetfulness of pain, memory of mirth. 


Where the feet of April press, and vanish down the 


way, 
The gypsies, the gypsies, are journeying to-day! 
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CALIFORNIA 


LUE, blue, April blue— 
A drift of white, and a rift of blue, 
A dream of white, and a gleam of blue, 
Blue, blue, blue! 


Gold, gold, poppies gold, 
A flare of gold, and a glare of gold, 
A hint of green, and a glint of gold, 
Gold, gold, gold! 
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GYPSY LOVE 


HE wise sit in houses and have fine food to eat; 
The wise have cloaks of blue cloth, and shoes to 
their feet. 

We are foolish beggar folk, and past the towns we 
wend; 
Ours is only gypsy love that has no hearth to tend. 


Play lasts while day lasts, when night comes it’s 
done, 
Laugh in the moonlight, and laugh in the sun. 
Sing and dance! When Death comes by it’s time 
enough to sleep! 
Ours is only gypsy love, so why sigh or weep? 


The love of the wise, they watch lest it may fade; 
Each thought a fort to save it, each word a barricade, 
A barricade to shield their love and keep it carefully. 
Our love is bare for buffeting by winds that be. 


Song’s short and life’s short; where’s time for toil or 
care? 
Why buy a small house, a table, or a chair? 
Why sit behind a low door, when one may climb a 
stile? 
Ours is only gypsy love, the only love worth 
while! 
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APRIL TRAILS 


SHOULD like to find a trail going up a mountain, 
I should like to find a trail going to the sea: 
I should like to sing and sing, climbing up a hillside 
Where there is a wind to feel and all the world to 
see! 


Oh, the world at April-time is a queer and wonder- 
thing! 
Oh, the world at April is a song for every tongue! 
Oh, to stand against the wind, and to laugh and 
laugh again, 
Not for any reason but just that I am young! 


I should like to find a ship going to the islands: 
I should like to find a ship going to the south ; 
I should like to stand alone in the pushing prow of 
her, 
I should like the salt spray to be upon my mouth. 


Oh, the sea at April-time is a wild and magic thing! 
Oh, the sea at April is a word to be prayed. 
Oh, to stand above it on a deck where all the 
winds are, 
To see it stretch before me, and not be afraid! 
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JOY’S A GYPSY 


OY’S a gypsy—she never dwells indoors. 
Joy’s a gypsy—she tramps the lonely moors. 
And it’s only those with gypsy feet, whatever you 
may say, 
Since Joy is but.a gypsy, who will meet her on their 
way. 


O walls may hold in Happiness or Pleasure or 
Content: 

But Joy, the gypsy, never sleeps but in a ragged tent. 

Though you in houses long for joy, as timid suitors 
do, 


It’s only gypsy ne’er-do-wells, she gives her favors 
to. 
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A MARRIAGE 


ALKING along a mountain trail at night with 
you, 

Never knowing when a rock will turn beneath our 
feet 

Or the loose earth slip 

And plunge us into the half-seen precipice below— 

Our life is like that. 

We cling to each other’s hands tightly ; 

We walk cautiously ; 

And are too frightened 

To be unkind. 
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IF YOU WERE BREAKING A BRONCHO 


F you were breaking a broncho; 

With a red handkerchief about your neck, 
And blood making new rust on your spurs, 
And a cigarette dipping from your mouth, 
As you yelled 
And beat the brute over the eyes with your 

sombrero— 
If you were breaking a broncho— 


If you were fighting a forest fire ; 

Your eyebrows gone, and your face black, 

And your shirt burned and dirty, 

If you were shouting orders, 

And swearing in between, when you ought to be 
saving your breath— 


If you were 

Alone, 

Your back to a wall, 

Cowing a hundred armed men 

With a gun and your voice, 

Putting your life into the greedy hand of their power 
And daring them to shut it— 


I would love you. 


That is why I promise you the next dance. 
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THE.DESERT 


HE desert is a nun, for no man’s wooing, 
; Vowed to eternal silence through the years, 
Serene, unchangeable, past all pursuing, 
And all neglect. The desert knows no tears. 


_ A nun, who never feels the pulse of sorrow, 
Whom no desire nor passion e’er can sway; 
Who does not know the meaning of to-morrow, 

And has long since forgotten yesterday. 
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URE of the woods and lure of the peak, 
Lure of spring and the trail, 
Lure of the lands that all men seek, 
Lure of the flying sail, 
Lure of the islands of the west 
Where after all storms that brew 
The maddest mariner finds sweet rest, 
These are the lure of you! 


Call of the tiny, kindly tent, 
(As white through the firs it gleams), 
Of the vacant spots of the continent 
Where nobody lives but dreams. 
Call of the dipping, dripping oar, 
And a song when the day is through, 
I have heeded these oft; I must heed once more, 
For these are the call of you. 


You are not made for a house to hold, 
But a man’s arms under the sky! 
But neither the gypsy heart in you 
Nor my gypsy heart knows why, 
But to-night when the warmth and the quiet 
winds 
And the stars make gypsy weather, 
We will steal out, out, from the sleeping town, 
And we'll take the road together! 
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FIRE 


OONLIGHT at the window, impatient of my 
staying, 
Moonlight on the chaparral, moonlight on the 
trees; 
Call to me, and cry to me, “What? Are you betraying 
All your comrades, comrade, and for things like 
these: 


“Hearthfire and ingleside, hearthstone and flame, 
Quiet flame and steady, you who knew the leaping 
fire; 
Fire of sun and fire of grail, fire of rest beside the 
trail, 
Fire of forest-men, and of the trails of their 
desire?” 


So the moonlight calls to me and calls again to shame 
me; 
They were once my comrades, the moonlight and 
: the dark: 
I have left them comradeless, bitterly they blame me, 
Blame me that I crouch within, beside a prisoned 
spark. 
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Hearthfire and ingleside, hearthstone and flame, 
Quiet flame and steady, I who knew the leaping 
fire, 
Fire of night—this candlelight, wan it seems, for my 
delight, 
A hearth is but a little thing to sate a man’s desire. 


Moonlight at the window, ah, my blood cries out to 
clutch you: 
Moonlight on the road that lies straight and white 
ahead, 
Dark of dreams, and light that streams, I long to 
touch you! 
Here beside our hearth I sit quietly instead. 


Hearthfire and ingleside, hearthstone and flame, 
Quiet flame and steady, though I knew the leaping 
fire.— 
For a woman’s arms are white, and good to see in 
candlelight 
And babies’ hair—what better gold can reckless 
man desire? 
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THE OUTDOOR SONG 


HERE’S a little song that sings along the can- 
yons and the ridges, 
Where the world is gashed and broken, and has 
crumbled round the edges. 
It’s a strange and eerie song to hear, but when you 
once have known it, 
You can’t forget its singing, however you disown it. 


It’s the song of the great outdoors. Come out 
Where the rocks rear up to God, 

And you know there’s danger and fear about, 
And death in the sky and sod. 

But you pack your kit and your campfire’s lit, 
Where the coyotes howl and creep, 

And the song comes down and stands at your side, 
And it sings you off to sleep. 


-There’s an eerie song that calls to you, and clings to 
you and taunts you, 
And you know that God is out beyond the hills some- 
where, and wants you. 
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And you leave the fire hearth and home for camp- 
smoke dim and graying, 

For when the wild song calls you, there’s no choice 
but your obeying. 


It’s the song of the great outdoors; “Come out, 
Where your hand can touch the sky! 

Let ambition and hate and doubt 
And black despair go by. ‘ 

And then yow’ll know there’s a God below, 
As well as above in the blue. 

There are stars about! Come out! Come out!” 
The wild songs calls to you. 
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GYPSY WEATHER 


(SONG) 


HEN there’s a yellow sun on the hill 
And a wind as light as a feather 

And the clouds frisk daily, as young clouds will, 

Oh, then it is gypsy weather! 
That’s the weather to travel in, 
With the sun and wind against your skin. 
No matter how glad to rest you’ve been, 

You must go when it’s gypsy weather! 


The hands of a house can never hold 
A man when it’s gypsy weather. 
A town’s too prim, and a town’s too cold 
For a maid when her heart’s like a feather! 
Then hark to the words that your pulses say 
And put your hand in my own to-day 
And we'll follow the road as it winds away; 
And we'll look at the world together! 
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BOOKS 


ERE in the ancient citadel 
Of dreams, where dwell 
The great, we softly walk and speak to-day: 
And they, 
Hid each within his books, hear what we say; 
And know our awkward reverence, and care; 
And in our dreamings share. 


Makers of dreams and music and delight, 

Makers of books, we thank you! Gay, austere, 
You have given us this sword, this key, this light. 
All that the race knows, it has left us here: 

All beauty it has gathered from all lands, 

Locked in a book, it lays within our hands. 


The still and secret places of the mind 
That are in darkness, find 
Their only light 
In books, those torches bright. 
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No man but is a poet in his soul 

And answers books as equals, though he bars 
His heart to other men. We are made whole 
By books, as by great spaces and the stars. 


Groping we live, and groping still we die, 
And only books can help us find each other, 
And find our own souls, hidden deeper yet. 
Only a book can make us quite forget 

The pain called life a little while. Oh, then, 
Come, rest in shade of books, all weary men. 
Oh, then, come drink of books, all thirsty souls! 


And you who have the gift of truth to give, 
Strip yourself ruthlessly of dreams, hopes, goals— 
Put all you value in a book and live. 


(Written for the dedication of the Poets’ Corner 
in the J. K. Gill Company’s Store, April 23, 
1923.) 
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AUTOBIOGRAPHY 


HE mountains were my playmates. 
“Little child, 

Are you afraid of us?” 
They asked. 
And in my heart I was afraid. 
But I answered 
“T am not afraid.” 
And the mountains laughed among themselves. 


Afterward there were other playmates, 

Children like myself; 

But these children did not have words within them 
to go to, as I had— 

They had only the world outside. 


The trees were good to me; 
And the winds did not forget me. 
When they had been away 
They always brought new tales to tell me 
In their slow, sleepy words. 
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The little stream 

That carried my beech leaf boats away 
Brought me new leaves 

With which to make other boats. 


And my mother sang to me in the evening. 
And that was childhood. 


Youth was a strange time. 
People were strange, and books, 
And I. 


I never wanted what I thought I wanted 
But always something else 
Which changed again as soon as I had found it. 


There were many schooldays, 
And suddenly they were gone, 
And I was bewildered. 


Then I wanted to build beautiful things 
Out of words. 

—The little common words 

. That I had played with all my life 
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And been kind to, 
Tortured me now. 


They would not let me sleep; 

They made me a slave 

Who must serve them, waking, drowsy, 
Who must go hungry for them, 

Give up all for them.— 


All but love. 

They brought me love 

Or was it only Time that brought me love? 

Or perhaps did love come seeking by itself and find 
me? 


For a while I forgot the words 

In the reign of a new tyrant; 

I eluded them, 

I slipped my hand from their chains 
Into other chains. 


But finally the words found me again 
And bound me faster than ever. 
So that now I have two masters. 
But I obey them gladly, 
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For I have served my apprenticeship to both, 
And they pay me 

In the small white coins 

Of joy. 


Also there is something eternal 
In the one I love 

And in the words I serve. 
And in me too 

There is something eternal. 


It is in the trees when the sun touches them of after- 
noons 

And in the mountains when the moon rises; 

It is in the sea 

When the dark is broken by color. 


Also there are evil things to destroy in the world. 


T have something to fight; 
And something to believe; 
I serve the two masters, Love and Beauty; 
And my wages, the small white coins of joy, 
I fling to the hungry, 
And laugh as they snatch them. 
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“COAST TO COAST” 


OU at the wheel, 
Staring into the sunset, 

Dazzled, 
Blinded, 
But steady. 
Steering negligently, 
Singing a hobo ballad— 
That’s you. 


Handsome, 
Nose broken in a fight— 
On shipboard, wasn’t it? 
Somewhere in the South Seas. 
—And these countrymen of eighty years have never 
been outside their township. 
*T’ve lived here eighty-five years,”’ says one, 
“And never been five mile above.”— 
You, singing at the top of your voice, 
Giving a cowboy yell, 
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“COAST TO COAST” 


Running over a rattlesnake, and swerving a little 
for a quail— 

When we get to the edge you won’t stop; 

There’ll be a ship there to take you farther. 

Ships want men like you, 

But me—lI’ll stop at the edge, and sleep in a house 
and eat in a restaurant 

And Ill never need to look for the North Star to see 
which way to pitch the tent to avoid the sun in 
the morning. 


This ’dobe road is full of deep ruts from old rains. 

How easily you find the right places. 

Just a light touch on the wheel—you would scorn 
to really steer. 

How you soared through the Rockies where other 
men swore and sweated! 

You yelled with delight as you tore round the curves. 

“Drunk or sober,” you howled, “I sure can drive a 


car!” 


We missed a hundred deaths by a hairbreadth, 
Forgetting each one in the thrill of the next. 
Soon we will smell the sea. 
After three thousand miles and more of dust— 
“Coast to coast, everything shot to hell but the 
engine, but we'll make it yet!” 
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“COAST TO COAST” 


This is the last night out, 

These are the last stars, these so soon to come. 
We'll drive all night to keep the date we set. 
Sing, whistle, yell! to fight back sleep. 

It is the last sunset we are staring into, 

Our eyes still red-rimmed with alkali dust 
—For the last time 

Staring into the sunset— 
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NEW MOON 


HE moon 
Is like an Indian bracelet of silver 
Wrought for a maiden’s arm. 
Sky, Father Sky, 
Toss me the bracelet of silver! 
See my arms, are they not white and beautiful, 
Fit for the bracelet? 


157 


PRAYER 


669 PINE-WOMAN,” you named me, 
Old Chief, 

There, by the campfire, 

With ‘the chanting, still; 

And the braves looking on silent 

With withered, undecipherable faces. 

IT am ashamed 

To bear a name of the Blackfeet 

And to be so unworthy. 


Pines, 
Make me like you! 
Fit for such a naming. 


Straight, 

Silent, 

True, 

Strong, 

Make me so, pines! 
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That in this forest 

Of simple men and women 
Fine, brave, grim, stoical, 
I may stand, 

Alike, 

Identical, 

Inconspicuous. 
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